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/ THAT'S IT, WHf 

LET'S MAKE 01 
WE'LL TAKE Ti 
• CUT DOWN« 
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THERE'S 

SLUGGIN 
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E--(COUGH")--TUNNEL MAKES 
^ ENGINE ^SMOKE HARD TO _| 


I RECKON I'LL SE* 
THROUGH THE CAR 
MAYBE THAT OLD 
HAIRED GENT'S IN 
■w. SOMEWHERE . 
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PARDON, 


HE'D J^GON ‘ 


HE SEEMED TO HAVE’ 
VANISHED i THANKS. , 
TO A TUNNEL, THAT / 
VARMINT SOT AWAY/, 
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UNCLE THOMAS ? DID HE ) ARRIVE , 
ENJOY HIS TRIP HERE ? -CsOMETI 
WE'RE ALL HOPING HE CAN YTO HIM 
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LET'S SO, WHITE I 


sHER UNCLE WAS PROBABLY 

THROWN FROM THE TRAIN SOME¬ 
WHERE ALONG THIS SHORT 
STRETCH OF TRACK l HE WASN'T 
ON THE TRAIN WHEN I SEARCHED 
IT.SO ITJU9T HAD TO TAPPET^ 

fjuoaemx— 

W SAY, WHAT'S THIS ? WHY, 

IT'S HALF A Railway ticket— 
THE HALF THE PASSENGER 
KEEPS l IT'S POSSIBLE 

MARY ELLEN'S UNCLE LAND¬ 
ED HERE AND IT FELL OUT 
OF HIS POCKET.' I'M FIGUR¬ 
ING SOME VARMINTS WERE 
^WAITING HERB AND TOOK 


'>V| 
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■Pan. 


OWOOOoj 
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Zv^oMewTa 


LIGHT OF DAWN 


Oooofi 
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EVERY RANCHER EXCEPT ONE--- 
FRANK BARROWWHEN YOU TOLO 
, HIM YOUR UNCLE WAS COWING, HE 
\ AND HIS RANCH HAND BOARDED 
THE TRAIN AND SPIRITED HIM OFF/ 
< WHILE .BARROW SIGNALED TO HIS 
] MEN WAITING ALONG THE TRACKS 
/ HIS RANCH HAND THREW THE , 

/ PROFESSOR OFF THE TRAIN J 
LUCKILY, L SAW PART OF IT/-— 


LET THE OTHERS \ N< 
PBTERIORATB'THEN \ f 

he intended to if 

BUY ALL THE VALLEY'S jfe 
CATTLE CHEAP.' HE 
CAPTURED ME BECAUSE 
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DECOY TRAIL 


0 ^ 3 . ^ 

<> 

T HREE days and nights in the saddle- had 
made young Slim Carson a mighty tired 
rider. As the big bay racked along over the 
monotonous prairie land, Slim felt his head 
falling forward—caught himself on the verge 
of falling asleep. Each time it happened, he 
shook his head violently to clear it, and forced 
his aching lids open! 

“Got to stay awake,” he muttered to the bay 
horse. “Those Barry gunsels are holed up 
somewhere along this border—and I’ve got to 
locate them . . . afore they ventilate any more 
bank tellers!” 

Steel-sinewed hands gripping the worn 
leather reins, Slim rode on. It was three days 
now since a gang of Kansas gunmen, headed 
by “Porcupine Chet” Barry—so-called for his 
shock of bristly brown hair—had galloped into 
the Texas town of Blue Eagle. Six-guns roar¬ 
ing, they had routed the bank guards, killed 
two tellers, and made off with a pack-horse 
load of mazuma. Slim Carson, youthful border 
patrolman, had been on their trail almost from 
the moment they vamoosed out of Blue Eagle. 
But so far, he had not caught up to them— 
and now he was getting wearier by the mo- 

“OH, CARSON!” A drawling voice sud¬ 
denly cut into Slim’s thoughts. He whirled, 
to see a husky, denim-clad rancher on the side 

“Tom Norton! What are you doing in these 
parts?” Slim asked. 

“I’m looking for my boys,” the big rancher 
answered worriedly. “Young Roy and Rod! 
They complained I was giving them too many 
chores to do around the ranch—and they ran 
off! Crazy youngsters!” He shook his head 
ruefully. “I’ve got to find them, before they 
get into a peck of trouble. Slim, would you— 
do you think you could undertake to look 
for them?” 
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“I’d like to, Norton,” Slim replied. “But I’m 
on the trail of “Porcupine Chet” Barry and 
his rannies—and until I get my sights on 
them ... I can’t think about anything else! 
Good luck, and I hope you find them!” 

Kneeing the bay on. Slim cut off the trail 
in the direction of the Rio Grande. An idea 
had come to him. There were many old caves 
along the border river, and it was possible 
that the Barry outlaws might have holed up 
in one of them! In any case, it was worth 
looking into. Suddenly, Slim froze, as he drew 
near the river. There, in the soft, clay by the 
water’s edge, were footprints! For a moment, 
the thought crossed Slim’s mind—“Mebbe 
these tracks were made by Tom Norton’s run¬ 
away kids!” But swiftly, he rejected that 

“These are tracks made by big boots . . . 


cover afforded by the high weeds that grew 
along the river’s edge, he followed the tracks. 
They led him along a wandering trail, in and 
out, sometimes close to the water’s edge, some¬ 
times out of sight of the Rio! Then Slim 
Carson froze. For, a hundred yards ahead 
of him, he could see the'reeds moving as if 
someone were hiding behind them and crawl¬ 
ing. And he could hear—faintly—voices! 

Tensely, gripping his Colts, Slim crawled 
along through the weeds. Scarcely daring to 
breathe, he snaked, foot by foot and yard by 
yard, toward the spot where he was certain 
the outlaws were lurking. When he was within 
ten yards, he sprang up, his voice cutting 
through the air! 

“All right, Barry! Get ’em high—you and 
the rest of your galoots! You’re covered!” 


For a moment there was silence. 

Then, risings out of the reeds, Slim saw 
two tow heads, two freckled noses and two 
pairs of big, unblinking, frightened eyes! 
With disbelief. Slim realized that he had been 
.following the Norton boys, Roy and Rod, all 

' “Don't shoot!” the older of the two stam¬ 
mered. “W-we didn't mean any harm. Slim! 
We j-just wanted to take a day off f-from 
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stalking a waiting prey for tl 




“Well, you ornery'little jackrabbits!” Slim 
exploded. 

But that was as far as he got. For, before 
he could draw another breath, a shot rang 
out in the clear prairie air! One shot—and 
then another! Slim Carson's Stetson was 
knocked through the air as if it had been 
hit by a fist, and he felt the searing wind 
of a bullet slashing past his cheek! 

Dropping panther-like to the ground, Slim 
caught the -Norton boys under his long arms 
and flung them to the ground. 

"Lie there,” he whispered. “Lie there or 
I'll paddle you so hard you'll feel, like a river 
steamboat! I’ve got a little job to < 

I want to find you here when I get I 


t day. 


e inched forward, beads of s 
tened on his tanned forehead. But 
felt reassuring in his hand.- For t 
the guns that his father had worr 
guns that his father had given hin 
crime along the border. That was 1 

Suddenly, a shot rang out, as o 
outlaws caught a glimpse of the 
lawman. Time for caution was over 
abandoned his cover. 

Half-crouched, half-standing, Sli 
ran toward the cave—and, as he ran, his six- 
id a message of angry justice! Ter- 
: outlaws sent a scattered volley 
m. But their shots whined by fu¬ 




rl Hear 


Both boys nodded in wordless assent. Then, 
jaw set and eyes slitted, Slim Carson moved 
slowly away from Roy and Rod Norton.! As 
he had thrown himself toward the ground, 
he had seen the puff of smoke that told him 
where the shots had come from. It was from 
a dark little, cavern along the water's edge.. 
And it could only have come from the guns 
of "Porcupine Chet” and his hardrocks! 

■ Evidently, when Slim had rushed the kids— 
they ha'd thought they were discovered . . . 
and they had fired, giving away their hiding 

Gripping his" Colts hard. Slim crawled in 
_ a winding path—roughly a long curve. He 
knew that the reeds that gave him shelter 
aiso ga,ve away his' movement. But he also 
had noticed that slight gusts of wind had 
begun to ruffle the tasseled tops of the weeds 
—and he timed his movements so that they 
were partly concealed by the wind gusts. I 
. Gradually he approached the cave mouth— i 


of the cave, pumping hot lead into it! 

The fight was savage' — and it was over 
almost as soon as it had begun! Clutching 
their wounds, the bristly-haired Chet Barry 
and his lawless cohorts stumbled out of the 
cave ... in abject surrender! 

“Don’t shoot.” Barry grunted'. "Yuh got us, 
Mister. Though how yuh trailed us here, I’ll 
never knowI I thought we covered oUr tracks 
better than a lobo wolf in springtime!” 

Later, when he had turned the outlaws over 
to the sheriff of Blue Eagle, Slim Carson asked 
Roy and Rod Norton a question that had been 
bothering him all along. 

“How about that trail you left?” he asked, 
puzzled. “I was certain that it was a trail 
made by big boots—belonging to grown-up 
men—or I wouldn’t have followed it.” 

"It was,” admitted Roy Norton sheepishly. 
“We figgered we might be followed, so we 
borrowed a couple of pairs of Dad's old boots 
and wore'them! Gave us blisters, too!” 


S LIM threw an arm around each of the 
boys.and began to laugh. “You.fooled me, 
all right,” he laughed. “You fooled me right 
into following the pair of you right to where 
Chet Barry and his galoots were hiding out! 
But never try it again, boys! Never try it 


THE eAd 



(golly! we've' 

(GOTTO SEE / 

nT\t 


POOR LIL FELLOW- HAVING 
TWO HEADS OOESN'r SEEM 
TO MAKE HIM ANY HAPPIER.. 


frwo HEADS ARE BETTER THAN CJNE- 
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WESTgffN PRISON. 


WAR PEN*? 




RUMOR 
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NO.' ANP THE RUMOR MUST BE 
STOPPED. 1 1 WANT IT STOPPED > 
IMMEDIATELY ! - x 


MEN AREN’T OETTINO 111 

'OUIN MEAT— THAT’S Jffl 

EK0N THEY’RE ,-— 

(SETTINGJ HUH? 

w. CHICKEN ? 


) £R» ER> VE5, SIR.' *Z/T 

' IP IT 9 S NOT PENGUIN 
MEAT W£»V£ £££*/ * 
GETTING TO EAT ALL 


WAL» WH£ 
WAITING 
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p STAGECOACH FROM THE 
T EAST, HEAPIHS FOR, EWHIDf,. 
PASSES THROUGH VQHESOtAB 
, FOOTHILL COUH-m'- ~ COLMTRY 
WHERE OUTLAWS UJRK! 


' My'NAME IS,T?LEAS£D TC 

WILL FLEECE! )/MEET YOU 1 


YES, SIR, STRAUSERl /’At 
(SAW HAYES, THE FOREMOS 
CITIZEN OF WHiOE I 
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OUTLAWS CLOSE IN ON THE gTA6E~ 


I'LL PF A RING- 
TAILED RANNY IF 
IT AIN'T A VINS- 
BUETEP HOLVUTl 


! &ORE 6ABB/ <3W ^HOC 
ILL FALL'S AGAINST HIM! 
|g IT AN ACCIDENT? 


i&tCCAOS OF rJRiC 

*THEV THE -RIFLE 
FROtt JHE GUARDS 

WE ^E®f 


OUTLAWS J 


UP WITH VOKE HANVS, 
„yUH VARMINTS! __ 


EXCUSE Mf! ; 
r~LM ••TOPPEPi 


'HE/! nil 


TOJOW PCWN THE' 

MONEY VAG!^^~ 


' UP WITH , yORE HANTS. J 

■X SAY! 7>KONTQ/ 
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.MORE, THE STA<S£ STARTS 

rdllih<s tpmrp twhipe; 


/THAT'S ALL RI6HT! NOtOVY SOT 

HURT.' LET'S (S/T ASOARP TOE 
STASE AHP <5iT 


/OH, DEAR! 1 \ 

AFOLOSI2E! I'M 
SO CLUMSY! j 


THEY JUST' 

THWSC 

THBY SOT 
v^CWEy^, 


OH, T WOULDN’T! 1 

SUT I'LL TELL JAPS', 
A SECRET 


I FOOLED ’EM. 1 THE AK 
: . : 

AWT TH6Y SOT MAS 
PIRTT LAUNVRY 


THE PRESIDENT REALIZES 1 

THAT WHENEVER MONEY 
IS SHITPEP FROM TOE 
EAST, THERE'S LIABLE 
to be a svomjpi so 
HE MATS ME TO PRINT 
THE MONEY RlSHT HERE 
K IN THE WEST! _, 


I'M A SPECIAL ASENT FOR 
THE TREASURY VEFARTMENl 
MR. HAYES'. HERE ARE MY 
^ CREDENTIALS! 


&ABBY STUDIES WILL 
FLEECE'S CREDENTIALS, 

ARE rOK6£D' 


u f 0 
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TTTTTTTTTTT 
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^UPPEMiy 


yes, SIR! THE &OVcKNmpnl > ^ 

<5R4TEFLIL FOX YOUR HELP! T ' 
OAN SELL you PLENTY OF TH£<£ 
POLLAR BILLS FOR FIFTY CEHT*, 

A? E^V5o,- LE££ r 


COUNTERFEITING ST COUNTERFEITING I 
WRMINTi VUH ^ 

I DOUBLE-LEQSSEP «fgf 


f ALL RISHT, HOYS' LET'S PILL 

nJP U/HKt«ey f^ridT CT ILL /OF 


f all we eorT no, ho, boys. 1 

WAS A-BAS / <3ASBY PIP THAT! 
OF PIRTY / /SS PUT THE _ 
i LAUNPRY 1 1 LAUNPRY IN THE 
^>^ZjAOUEY VAGls 


yes, yuni 
OIVLHOOT? 
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i'll m yuh varmint*! 


<5ABBY I* ALERT- 


HtBfrEZATSLV, SAW 

STOMP* HI * FOOT 

OH THE INK TEPAL— 


w 
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?V RUNNlNS 


tn/wr ll/CXf THEY CAN'T FOOL ME WITH 

THAT PIRTy LAUNDRY TAG! I KNOW THIS TAG 
FULL OF MONEY AND I'LL STEAL ENOUGH TO.. 


' OH, n CLEAN 1 

SEtAWAYl AND LOOK 
WHAT'S RIDIW<5 WITH 


fyoU’LL STEAL NOTHING, YUH W 

VARMINT! yOU’LL <50 TO JAIL 9 
WITH THOSE /MASKED WADPIESjB 
[X LEFT THEM TIED UP AT THE M 
SHACK! 

yUH, SEE, I FkSSERED YOU'D HEAD 
FOR THE STAGE, SO I JUST 
MOUNTED My HOSS AND BEAT KJU 
HERE! MY HEAD'S A LOT HARDER. 

THAN...WELL, I'LL BE SWITCHED... , 

THE TORE CRITTER HAS FAINTED 1 , _J 

POLLOUI THE 
adventures of ■ 

GAT BY HAYES 

IN HIS OWN #81 
MAGAZINE, . 
CABS? HAYei 
MSeCTBfM, 
AND IN 

u/ecre*// mho 

mome HAte 
u/esre&t 

, a-eizy / 
month; 


gB|| 



me; 



lit 

3 
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; . 


J ANCIENT HISTORY. 


•BOUT THREE 
^EA%% R A6Q 






HUMPREP 
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JUMPING SAGEBRUSH. 1 
MONTE^HlUE^S HOSS 


' ^inseparable ? That is the word for 

MONTS HALT - J * - - ’ 


monte hale and his famous horse, 
parpnerJ But the day came when 
Pardner turned against Monte, when 
with flashing hoofs,he tried, to 
bring death to the man who loved 
him best / 


SIGNATURE, PARPNER. 1 
T EVEN TELL WHETHER 
WAS WRITTEN BY 


IgBffl SE B 
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GHUHHH! 
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W HoftAfl,. 


NOGGIN BIGGER 
A CANTALOUPE. 1 : 

HEY, PARPfiJERJ 
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C (IvOTcJ £? P/KSeROUS 


‘n OBODV 


HOM BRE 




eehyow. 


NlElOHHHH. 
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WHOA A A, 
PARPNER.' 

MHoam: 


PaRPNER’S FLA5HIMO 

F HOOFS NARROWL.V 
M/SS CLAIMING A 


‘ I RECKON 
THE FEELING 
SN’T MUTUAL 
t ANYMORE.' 


„ MONTE J 


ANP PARPNER- 
HAVE ALWAY5 


through" 
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NOT, SON NT.' 


BUILT UP BOOTS' 


Ibpuptly, 

OlVgS A * 


PA^INS^ BANDIT 


-YOUR HOSSES, 
THROUSH 9 OUg^L 
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6 STRIKE LIKE HAMMERS 
VNP THE SAN PIT CHIEF MEE 
KNOWS NO QUARTER J 


PARPNER' 


NEXT BEST W 
? OF TELLIN© 


"Vbighh h/ 


(SOLLY, I SHOLlLP’V 
KNOWN PARPNER 
WOULPN’T TURN / 
AOAINST THE r^- 
REAL MONTE J BA I 


WRON©.'ANP 
JT WORKEP.' 


FOOIEP ANYONE - 
S "'—PARPNER > 




■Follow the apventures of 

^MONTE HALE IN MONTS 
HALE WESTERN ANP IN 
[WESTERN HERO EVERY MONTH/ 
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LINS ME LONS ? 
LONGWORTH !jt 
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Scare your friends 

l with these mysterious 

m&w 

w* 

Nh 

Vo 



j&iSS sIlHSH^ 

T 

Jl^y 

Yl '**>> r 

^^OTCH 

Cellophane Tape 

































WESTERN HERO 



BiaBow-LtmE ARROW ... 


AtE 5 'LgT L> ^U E TA<«^TOOP^^ ^Vo^ E ME CMIP ^ ^ 


m 

•/THAT NOT Nice. UITTLP ARROW/ Blfr BOW 
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BUT AT THAT MOMENtA^TZ 

/hold OM,0I6 bow! DIP \/ FRliup/ 


r EV6RVTIMe you 
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•f i'&rukt/) me 
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^OKAY, CHIEF, WE - ALU READY/ 

'THIS ONL.V Bf6INNIN6 / CHIEF/ 1 


vam var,' 

LE6s”L?Kg^»^/^UNplgSTAMP.I 

W ME MAKE - TOTFM POLES FOR^ 

HOBBY AN£7 ME NEEP —-j - 

|mSUU'IN& U JOB/^WB-L^WHEU^Me FINISHED ^VITH 
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?fffw r>) 


WHErt. 




DOESN'T EXERCISE HIS WITS! 


CGRRRR) I 


> THERE IS ALWAYS ACTIOW!AMWTllll{!MCTE«y!^ 


Ws TeRN 


WUyiTB/£Ry MONTH AT YOUR FAVORITE NEWSSTAND/104 
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BUNKER/ WE-HAVE / 
BUSINESS PRO POSH 




' RATHER SEARCH 


: NOTHING/ 


iSOM^M°NEY 



7 BANKER? J X^^WE'RE GOING TO PAY BL,NK £R/j| 



1M 

- 


/" f|J JM 
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LL THIS GOLD ALREADY ^ 

I RECKON WE'LL HAVE 
E TURNS GUARDING IT; 




"WHY BOTHER MINING MORE GOLD * 

WHEN THERE'S A FORTUNE ALREADY 
MINED IN THERE? ESPECIALLY IF 
IT SHOULD ALL BE FER ONE CRITTER' 
SOMETHING .TELLS ME. I SHOULP 
TAKE MY TIME COMING BACK 


: tonight/ 


Getting this 

' BUCKSOARP 


At Sie Assay Offic 


fortune in j 


SHAKE OF 
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OURSELVES/ 


r TO SETTLE IT PEACEFULLY 




BLACKMAIL/ 
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Meanwhile, in iheDobie Hotels- 




Sometime later, in ASahne Valley- 




























REVENGE /, 


Aholixe Valley- 
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DECENT Of^YUH 
FELLOWS TO , 


Twit's mix.' 

TO KNOwIvIry S 














































HOW TO ORDER: 


ILLUSTRATED 


























